have quite convinced her.
Chipper addressed himself to Peter. "This woman is drunk/'
said Chipper.
"So I see/' said St Peter.
"Ow Chipper!" said Mrs Hairns reproachfully. "How could
you?" They all looked at her; and she began to cry. The angel
with the sword of flame drew it across her eyes and dried her tears.
The flame did not hurt, and was wonderfully reviving.
"I'm afraid she's hopeless," said Chipper. "Her own children
will have nothing to do with her."
"Which planet?" said the angel with the trumpet.
"Tellus," answered Chipper.
"What am I to tell them?" said Mrs Hairns.
The angels laughed. Peter roared. "Come!" said the trumpet
angel: "she can make puns. Whats wrong with her?"
"She's a liar and a thief," said Chipper.
"All the inhabitants of Tellus are liars and thieves," said the
trumpet angel.
"I mean she is what even they call a liar and a thief," said
Chipper.
"Oh!" said the sword angel, looking very grave.
"Fm only making it easy for you," said Chipper to Mrs
Hairns; "so that they shant expect too much." Then, to Peter, "I
brought her up because she once got out and walked on a hot
Sunday when I was dragging her up a hill with her husband, three
, of his friends, their wives, eight children, a baby, and three dozen
of beer."
"Fancy your remembering!" said Mrs Hairns. "Did I really?"
"It was so unlike you, if I may say so," said Chipper, "that I
have never forgotten it."
"I dessay it was silly of me," said Mrs Hairns apologetically.
Just then the bishop arrived. He had been energetically climb-
ing the hill by the little foot tracks which cut across the zig-zags
of the road, and had consequently been overtaken by Chipper,
who knew better.
"Is this the gate of heaven?" said the bishop.
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